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Nothing He felt nothing, save for the darkness that had crept into the very depths of his heart. A day felt like 
a week, and turned into two. Those two weeks turned into a month and so-on and so-forth. He'd occasionally 


get up, make some food, but would immediately withdraw to his shadowy hermit that he called a "bedroom" 


The singer hadn't bothered to call anyone, nor had he picked up the phone when it rang. In fact, the ringer had 
become more of an alarm, a warring perhaps, serving as an immediate trigger to his anxiety. In his mind, 


nobody really cared. If they had, would they not have at least stopped by to say something to him? 


Even so, there was not a snowball's chance in Hell he would answer the damn door anyway. It'd all be a wasted 


effort, and Paul would gladly laugh in their faces for thinking he'd fall for their tricks and games. 


Laying in bed, staring at the wall blankly, the brunet's hair was tousled this way and that, most likely from a 


lack of brushing and staying in bed. Focusing his weary green eyes, he brought his hands up, turning to lie on 


his back. 


The back of his hands were battered and bruised, and looked as bad as it felt. Only a couple days prior, he'd 
gone into a rage, practically destroying everything in sight, and would have done the same to a person, if one 
had been there. On the surface of the skin were burn marks from when Paul had thrown a living room lamp, 


while his palms were littered with cuts from the light bulb shattering. 


In his eyes, he was far from the bright and easygoing hippie he used to be. Those days were nothing but a 
shadow of the man he once was. Now he was nothing but an empty shell, filled only with hatred and anger. 


There was one part he truly wished he could drown out, but it was very clear it would invade his mind for 


the rest of his life: Chasing Roger out of his house. 


He barely remembered anything of it, except that he'd done so in a flurry of thrown punches. If memory 
served him correctly, the singer had been yelling at the older male for some reason or another. Paul would 
never be able to give an answer as to why he'd do such a thing to the one person that meant the world and 


more to him. Of all the mistakes he'd made in his life, that was by far... the worst. What good was it to him 


now? Paul was alone, by himself.. left fo dee. 


It was his own fucking fault for chasing the last person who tried to help him, and now he was sinking further 
into his own depression, feeling nothing at all. Or at least, he'd felt nothing in the beginning. All good things must 


come to an end, he assumed, with the coke ceasing to ease his inner pain. 


Roger would never see this, he wouldn't allow him to. Or even better.. he'd simply never see hm again Easy fix. 
The blond could let Paul fade away, forgetting about him and forgetting that they'd ever had anything between 
them at al. 


Letting out a very slow sigh, the singer slipped out of bed, sitting on the side of the mattress. He dared to 
look over his shoulder at the empty space of the bed, where Roger used to sleep. So much for trying to get 
out of bed. Instead, Paul shifted back onto the bed, crawling over to Roger's side, grasping at the pillow and 
slumping down, burying his face into the scent-filled fabric. 


He laid still for several moments, before beginning to cry, violent sobs being absorbed by the pillow. It was the 


only thing he could think of doing at that point. 


